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who is a very self-satisfied man, has been stupidly annoyed
by someone and that he has replied by chucking everything
up!"
After having had such unfortunate experiences over money
when he lived at Mataiea, and even as near Paris as Brittany,
Gauguin might, without undue misanthropy, have learned
not to trust so many of the people who acted for him in business
matters or who simply owed him money, but his optimism,
his patience, his natural charitableness and improvidence spared
him any undue cynicism and preserved his almost childlike
belief in the promises of his friends. He was unfailingly and
aggravatingly incapable of any but an ultimately charitable
explanation of a default of which he was the victim. Any
cynicism that Gauguin may have had was reserved for his
comments on marriage, "that stupid institution." In spite
of the traditional violence of his opinions, he invariably
employed gentle epithets to indicate his disgusc, even when
reproaching himself. "Ah yes, I am a great criminal," he
wrote on one occasion without conviction. ''What does it
matter! So was Michaelangelo, and I am not Michaelangeio."
Gauguin's health became steadily worse during the first year
after his arrival. His broken ankle failed to heal and at night
caused him continuous pain, which robbed him of the little
sleep that his insomnia might otherwise have permitted him.
His character began to undergo a change as the disease from
which he suffered now progressed. He underwent occasional
bouts of self-pity, while money became more than before his
principal preoccupation* He painted with considerable energy,
nevertheless, throughout this time, and his belief in himself
grew rather than left him* This increase of confidence in
himself, which later was to make him hypercritical and
interfering when brought into contact with various actions of
the Colonial Government, was possibly a pathological symptom
of his disease, but at no time was he grossly arrogant in his
attitude. "Perhaps I have no talent but (all vanity aside) I
believe, however, that one does not begin a movement in art,